16          THE     DON     FLOWS     HOME
Pantaleimon's eyes watered, and he snuffled into his red
handkerchief. " There's a general! You can see at once
he's a man ! Rather like the Emperor, and you could easily
mistake him for the dead Alexander/' he thought.
Krasnov made a brilliant, perfectly conceived speech. He
talked movingly of Russia under the curse of the Bolsheviks,
of its former might, and of the fate of the Don. He outlined
the present situation, briefly touched on the German
occupation, and aroused a tumult of approbation when he
ended his peroration by referring to the possibility of an
independent existence for the Don when the Bolsheviks had
been defeated.
" The Military Council will govern the Don Province, The
cossackry, liberated by the revolution, will restore all the
splendid ancient order of cossack life, and we, as our fore-
fathers in the days of old, will say in ringing, powerful voices ;
' Your health, White Tsar of Kremlin Moscow, from us, the
cossacks of the gentle Don/ "
He was elected military ataman that same evening. But
he would not accept the position until the Council had
conceded certain conditions. He demanded unlimited powers
in his capacity as ataman, and agreement to certain funda-
mental laws. As the latter were merely the laws of the
former Imperial regime, slightly modified to bring them into
conformity with the new situation in the Don, the Council
agreed, and agreed with gladness. Even the flag he proposed
was reminiscent of former days ; blue, red and yellow stripes
(to signify the cossacks,foreign settlers and Kalmyks). Only
the governmental armorial bearings buffered a radical change
as a concession to the national spirit. Instead of the rapacious
double-headed eagle with outspread wings and unsheathed
talons, they represented a naked cossack with a fur cap on
his head, armed with sword, rifle and ammunition, riding a
wine-barrel bareback.
The Council dispersed on May i8th. The members went
home satisfied, delighted with the choice of ataman and with
the news from the front.
Deeply moved, possessed by a tremulous gladness, Pan-
taleimon Prokoffievich took train back from Novocherkass*
He was unshakably convinced that the ataman's power had
passed into good hands, that the Bolsheviks would be
quickly beaten and his sons would return to the farm. As